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The Tragedte of 

Lks all within, and thcfc ex tcrnall manners 
Of laments are meerelyihadowes to the vnfeene, , • 

Griefe that fwells withffilcnce in the tortured foule : 

And I thanke thee Kingtl\at not onely giueft 
Me cauleto \vaile)but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe : lie begge one boone) 

And then be gone, and trouble y ou no more# 

Bull, NameitfaireCoofin. 

Rick. Faire Coofc, why ? I am greater then a King: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers were then butfubiefy, 
Being now afubictfl, 1 baueaKingheere 
To my flatterer; beingf©great,I haue no needtobeg. 
'Bui. Yet ask e. 

Rich. And (hall I haue it? 

Bui. You (hall. 

Rich . Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither? 

Sic. Whither you will, fo I were from your fights. 

Bui. Goefomeof you conuay him to the tower. 
Rich. O good conuay,conuayers are you all, 

That rife thus nimbly by atrue Kings fall* 

Bui. On Wadnefday nextwe folemnely let downe, 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare yourfclucs. 

Exeunt. Manet Wefi. Carletlly Aumerle. 
sAbbot. A woefull Pageant hau c we heerc beheld. 
Car. The woe’s to come; thechildrenyetvnborne, 
Shall feele this day as fharpe to them as thorne, 
cAum. You holy Clergiemen, is there no plot, 

To rid the Realmc ofthis pernitious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpcake ray mind heercin, 

You (hall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent, but alio to effect 

Whateucrl fliallhappento deuife: 

I lee your browes arc full of difeontent, ^ 

Your heart of forrow, and your cies of tcaresj 
Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a plot, 

Shall (hew vsall a merry day. £ 



Richard the Second. 

Enter fluftne^rnth her attendants. . 

Ciueene. This way the King willcomc, this is the way 
Xoiulitu C^r/iUcretted Tower, 

To whole flint bofomc my condemned Lord 
, doomdeaPrifoncr by proud BulUngbrooke . 
mere let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 

mue any refling for her true Kings Qneenc. 
n Enter Richard, ,, 

Butfoftjhut fee, or rather, do notice, 

My faire Role wither : yet looke v p, behold, 

That you in pittiemay diiTolue to deaw, 

Andwafli him frefli againe with true loue tcarcs. 

Ah thou the mode 11 w here old Troy did ftand! 
Thoumappcof Honour, thou King Richards tooaibes 
And not King Richard-, thou mod beauteous Inne, . 
Why lhould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft ? 

Rich, Ioyne not withgriefe, faire woman, do notlo, 

To make my end too fudden, learne good foule. 

To thinke our formetflatc a happy dreame, 

From which awakt, the truth of what weare, 

Shcwes vs but this : lam fworne (brother fweete.) 

To grimme N eceflitie, and he and I 

Will keepealeague till death. Hie thee to France?. v • 

Auddoyfter thee in tome religious houfe ; 

Our holy Hues nau ft winne a new worlds Crcwne, 

Which our prophane hourcs here, haue thrown downe, 
gueene . What is my Richard both in fli ape and mind, 
Transformd and weakned ? hath Budingbrogke 
Depofd thine intellect ? hath he been in thy .heart l 
The Lyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw ; , 

And wounds the earth, if nothing clle, with rage, 
TobeoTepoweul; and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Take thy correction, mildly kilTe the rodde, 

Andfawnc on Ragewith bace humilitie. 

Which art aLyon,and a King of beafts? 

King, A King of beafts indeed, if aught bu^beaft, 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 2231 2) LONDON, 1615 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3715) OctaVO 




